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	1. Chapter 1

A/N: I wonder if Meisner will make a reappearance next week, especially after his ever growing charge made her own reappearance. Any guesses where the writers are taking them both? It better not be to the dark side or I'll be ticked! In the meantime, here's a Kelly POV from his teenage mind. This was suggested by a few and inspired by some points of writing from Angel Starbeam. However, this Kelly is from the Prevailing Pair series and timeline.

Chapter 1

Why didn't Diana ever have to go to school, Kelly grumbled to himself as he waited for the bus. So, she looked like she was ten years older than him, but she was really only one and a half years older than Kelly. Must be nice to home school, he grumbled again. Then another thought made him smile. Too bad Diana's uber fast aging stopped at puberty, otherwise she'd be an old lady by now. She'd be as old as mom, he snickered. Okay, so maybe his mom wasn't ancient, but she was going to be fifty in three years. Kelly laughed a bit as he imagined Diana looking like their mother.

Kelly sighed. Diana looked so much older and he would never grow up. At twelve years old, he was scrawny and short, not stocky and solid like a lot of the boys in his class were becoming. There was a guy in particular that was a real jerk and one day when his voice was starting to change, Kelly saw his eyes flash iridescent. The guy was Wesen. Why did he have to be Wesen?! Kelly had looked away quickly so the jerk couldn't see his black Grimm eyes. That was all he needed. Not that he was afraid of a fight. On the contrary, Kelly was on warning from the principal against being in another fight. Well considering who his father was, you'd think his parents would cut him some slack, Kelly thought to himself. The apple didn't fall far from the tree! Still mom and dad had been way harsh.

"I'm a police captain, son, and I can't have you beating up every guy who rubs you the wrong way. How do you think that looks?" His father had said.

Kelly knew it was a rhetorical question, but he couldn't help himself when he had quipped, "Like I'm the son of a Grimm." With that his father's eyes took on a dangerous look, so Kelly had quickly continued, "It won't be secret for much longer anyway. The kids at school are starting to get bigger and their voices are changing. I don't even want to talk about the girls. Soon, if one of them is Wesen and gets upset, he or she will Woge and the secret's out."

His dad had looked at his mom, and shook his head. "Maybe Bud can find out who the Wesen families are with kids in Kelly's classes there at the middle school and give them a heads up," his mom suggested. Whoa, no way, Kelly thought. How embarrassing!

"You can't do that! No ratting me out, Mom," Kelly had chimed in. Adults! They just didn't get it! Being twelve was hard enough, especially for a guy that appeared to be a late bloomer. Ugh, mothers.

As parents went, his weren't _that_ bad, but they were a family of secrets. His dad had a double identity, his mom was a Hexenbiest (a witch by most people's standards), no one was supposed to know how old Diana was or that she was also a witch, Kelly was a fluke Grimm before his time, and Grace, well Grace might have both her parents genes but at nine it was too soon to know. This family circus could give any guy a little anger.

The bus finally pulled up and Ms. Caldwell opened the door. At least on the bus, she had his back. Being an Eisbiber from the community his dad saved some years before Kelly was born, she knew and kept his secret. Her kids were grown and married. Ms. Caldwell struck him as a cool grandmother, but Kelly had no one to judge her next to so he couldn't say for certain. Supposedly, he had a grandfather somewhere, some powerful Zauberbiest who dabbled in world domination that Uncle Meisner had to shut down a couple of times. Mom and Dad actively avoided that side of the family. Diana's side of the family was even worse. Who needed World of Warcraft when you had life in the Burkhardt household.

That's why the five of them stuck to themselves and the Wesen in Portland. Uncle Monroe and Aunt Rosalee and his cousins were their family. Along with Aunt Trubel and Uncle Meisner, who were gone from time to time on 'mission'.

School was school. Passing classes wasn't hard, that is when Kelly studied and could manage to pay attention. Maybe he had whatever that attention deficit disorder was because that last part was difficult. There were too many sounds he heard that no one else seemed to hear. Extra sensitive hearing didn't help his focus on schookwork, but it came in handy on the school grounds. For being small, Kelly never seemed to be pinned in a fight or taken unaware. Other guys rarely landed a punch, so maybe that attention deficit thing worked in his favor. However when the Wesen guys around him could begin to Woge, the tables might start turning, Kelly thought to himself.


	2. Chapter 2

A/N: Once again, there's a nod to the previous fanfic about Kelly here. Those of you who have read that piece will pick it out, I'm sure.

Chapter 2

Thank God there was only a month and a half left of school this year because things were getting hairy, literally. That day in the hall, as Kelly was going to history, a couple of girls got into an arguement and the taller, more _developed_ girl, Woged into a Fuchsbau. It was a good thing she hadn't been looking at him directly, Kelly observed. She had reminded him of Aunt Rosalee before he ducked into a classroom to avoid a confrontation. This wasn't getting any easier. How had his dad handled it when, all of the sudden, Wesen were Woging right in front of him? Kelly knew he had heard the story once or twice, but who really listened to their parents completely? Tuning out about halfway through the story had been Kelly's MO, but now that was kind of backfiring on him.

Maybe he should go to one of his Wesen uncles instead the Kehrseite ones. Although Uncle Wu, werewolf extraordinaire, wasn't really either. Wu's mutated DNA made being a homicide detective in his dad's precinct a conflict of interest, on the full moon that is, Kelly chuckled. He sobered when he recalled his mother's warning against Kehrseite changing into Wesen. She was always very upset when Kelly brought it up. Supposedly, Mom did somethings she wasn't proud of in the past and an old girlfriend of his dad's was turned into a Hexenbiest, but they would never elaborate just _how_ that happened. In any case, the new Hexenbiest tried to kill everyone until Diana took care of her when she tried to kill Dad. So Kehrseite went a little berserk when their DNA mutated.

All these crazy thoughts flew through his ADD brain, which everyone blamed the disorder on video games, but not in Kelly's case. His dad preferred real life combat training to the virtual anyday and twice on Sundays. No, really twice, when the days were longer in summer. No wonder Kelly had no problem holding his own. Not to mention Aunt Trubel's advise on martial arts. Too bad Uncle Meisner was gone on a mission, otherwise he'd ask him about ways to subdue Wesen because he had a lot of experience with that. Kelly sighed.

When he walked through the front door, Mom announced that Uncle Monroe, Aunt Rosalee, and their cousins were coming for dinner. Yes! Kelly exclaimed to himself. Uncle Monroe might be in his late fifties, but to Kelly, he'd always be the coolest vegan Blutbad out there. He would answer some of Kelly's questions about handling the Wesen guys at school.

* * *

><p>"Are you getting taller?" Aunt Rosalee asked Kelly when she hugged him.<p>

"I wish," was his glib response. "All the girls are taller," he continued with frustration. Kelly probably had a scowl on his face.

"I'm getting taller," Grace chimed in. Grace and Eddie were only a couple of months apart in age. Eddie was his eldest cousin, the first Fuchsbaden, Kelly liked to tease him.

"You certainly are," Aunt Rosalee reassured her. Uncle Monroe was talking to his dad, so Kelly wandered over in their direction.

"At least with the warmer weather, you won't have to rush them to a Hibernaculum," his uncle said to Dad. They must have been discussing Varme Tyv. Kelly decided to listen for once, maybe glean something.

"If the Wesen in the area would just work with me instead of against me, there wouldn't be so many 'accidents' occurring," his dad responded adamantly.

"Well, buddy, it's not like you can make a public announcement like Renard was so fond of doing. 'All Wesen contact me if you need immediate help to prevent loss of life.' That may not be such a good idea," his uncle countered.

Mom's voice floated across from the other room asking, "Nick, is the grill ready?" They were having BBQ and veggie kebobs with marinated Tofu squares for Uncle Monroe.

"I better check that out," Dad said and left out the back door.

His uncle moved to follow him until Kelly asked, "Hey, Uncle Monroe, you got a minute for me to ask you something?"

Giving Kelly his full attention, Monroe replied, "Always. What's up, buddy?"

After chewing his bottom lip a bit with embarrassment, Kelly decided to dive right in, "Can you give me some pointers on how to handle certain kids at school?"

Monroe gave him a puzzled look, then raised both eyebrows saying, "Okay, but your dad is more than capable to give you some advise about self defense."

"That's not the problem," Kelly started then leaned closer in conspiracy. "Everyone's changing and that can make for some trouble with the resident Grimm, if you know what I mean."

"Ohhh," Uncle Monroe drawled with comprehension. "Gotch ya. What happened?"

"A couple of months ago this really obnoxious guy in my English class, his voice has been changing, and I saw his eyes flash iridescent red when he got mad. Then today one of the girls that's been getting pretty tall, she Woged into a Fuchsbau while having an argument," Kelly finished with a shake of his head.

Uncle Monroe blew out a long breath and pressed his lips together with a nod of his head. "Alright, dude. We'll get you through this. If I could get your dad through his sudden Grimmness, then I can get you through middle school," he replied with a smile and slap to Kelly's back.


	3. Chapter 3

Chapter 3

James had a decent shaped mound of tuna casserole going, with his and Kelly's combined, and a toothpick with his own flag flying high at the top. The casserole was not their favorite lunch the school served, but it did make for some awesome building material for his best friend's imagination. Lunchtime was usually just the two of them at their table and it was understood that at the end, the tuna mountain would be leveled with a strategically placed piece of fruit, to the dismay of the lunchroom staff. Several warnings later, the both of them still couldn't resist.

After surviving almost one whole year of middle school, Kelly knew that was only possible because of James and, of course, his family. One week left and Kelly had managed to avoid a Grimm run in with the few Wesen he had picked out, accidentally. Only one of them seemed to watch him from time to time and that was Gina, the Fuchsbau. "Why are you always looking at Gina?" James quizzed him.

"What?! I do not," he denied.

"Yeah, you do," James countered. "Do you like her?"

Kelly scoffed and snorted, yet how could he explain to James without revealing his secret. "No. She's just getting so tall, and I'm NOT," he deflected and hung his head.

"Well, whether you like her or not, she seems to watch you a lot too," James pointed out in the direction behind where Kelly was sitting. He glanced over his shoulder and, sure enough, Gina was staring at him. She quickly looked down when Kelly met her eyes. Paranoia had his hands clammy and his heart beating a little faster. Had Gina seen him that day when she Woged? Kelly thought for sure he got out of the way before she could see him. It was a near miss, but he hadn't thought she recognized him as a Grimm. Uh oh, what if she had? Maybe it was time for a little damage control, Kelly thought and got up the courage to test the waters by going over to her table.

"Hey, Gina, you like the casserole?" She looked up at his question, then down at the gooey blob. Meeting his eyes again, she wrinkled her nose. Lame, lame, lame, Burkhardt! Nobody liked _that. _He cleared his throat and tried to recover, "Well, you can add it to our mound o' grossness and we'll declare it a war zone by the end of lunch." She snickered at his description and nodded. What had Uncle Monroe's advice been? Make friends with Wesen? At the time Kelly had thought, 'Yeah right, like Wesen want to be friends with a Grimm', but maybe his uncle knew a thing or two. "Come on. Join the tuna resistance," he invited Gina over to their table. With a pretty smile, she got up and followed Kelly back to where James was sitting with a surprised look.

"A fellow hater of tuna," Kelly indicated Gina.

"James, right?" She inquired.

"Yeah, we have band together," James returned, then threw a look that said, 'Really?!' Kelly's way.

While Gina was looking towards kids throwing some paper goods at another table, Kelly shrugged at James. "What instrument do you play, Gina?" Kelly asked still trying to decide if this was a good idea or just plain stupidity to invite a Wesen to sit right next to him during lunch.

"Clarinet," she responded, "but I'm not very good. Mom said I had to learn to play some sort of instrument." She had a lopsided grin. Gina didn't seem afraid around him, so Kelly thought he was probably safe. In fact she was nice, had a good sense of humor, and didn't talk as much as other girls which Kelly liked.

The bell rang to signal the end of lunch, so Kelly turned to Gina with a small apple in his hand. "Initiates get first shot," he told her with a sly smile. Unlike some girls who would shy away from trouble or anything messy, she took the apple with a wicked grin. As they all stood back, she launched the fruit which buried itself in the side of Mt. Gross with a satisfying splat. Then the three of them ran from the room as the two staff members looked up at the sound.

* * *

><p>"Kelly, wait," he heard a girl's voice. It was the end of the day and he was headed to the bus when Gina ran up to him. "Thanks for letting me join the tuna resistance," she started with a little pink in her cheeks. "You mind if I have lunch with you guys tomorrow?" she asked not meeting his eyes.<p>

Not quite certain how he felt about an ongoing friendship with this girl, Kelly realized something. If Aunt Rosalee could accept his dad as a friend knowing he was a Grimm, then maybe Gina would accept him. "Sure," he returned casually. She smiled brightly then ran off to catch her own bus.

James sneaked up to his side with a look saying, "You don't like her, huh?"

"Get lost," Kelly said as he gave James a friendly shove then a wave goodbye.

Home was quiet. Too quiet, which meant no else was home except maybe Diana. She spent a lot of time camped out in her room away from everyone. Kelly's older sister was a strange creature. She wasn't very talkative and she was always guarded. Maybe that was because for the first two years of Diana's life she had been stolen from her mother and passed around to so many different guardians that getting close to people was difficult for her. The two of them had a decent relationship, for siblings that is, but he got the feeling it was only because of his namesake. Grandma Kelly seemed to bring up fond yet sad memories for his sister and he tried not to bring it up.

Knocking on Diana's door, Kelly asked, "Di, are you in there?"

"Yes," came the answer as the door opened without assistance. There was more than one reason why Diana was homeschooled. Her powers were so integrated into who she was, it was a challenge for Diana not to use them.

Coming into her room, Kelly sat at the end of the bed where Diana was studying. "I got a problem that I'm not sure I want to talk to Mom and Dad about. Do you mind if I talked to you about it?" He began with some hesitation.

"Okay?" She replied and threw aside the textbook she was reading.

"So, since all the kids around me are beginning to..." How did one talk about things like puberty with ones sister? It was a subject of some ickiness.

"Change," Diana supplied. Kelly gave her a nod.

"Well, I've been seeing signs of Wesen _changes_ as well. This girl, who clearly Woged into a Fuchsbau when she was in an argument, wants to be friends I think," Kelly shrugged his shoulders like he did when James had given him that look at lunch.

"So what's the problem? We have family that are Fuchsbau," Diana simply said.

"It's not that and you know it," Kelly gave her a hard look. "It's just well, she probably wouldn't want to be friends with me if she knew that I was a Grimm. Not everyone believes the stories about Dad being nice to Wesen."

"Just be yourself, Kelly," Diana expressed with one of her brief moments of emotion with him. "You're not THAT annoying," she finished in a smirk.


	4. Chapter 4

A/N: This isn't really a Nadalind tale. It's a Kelly story, but I do understand the need for a glimpse of our favorite happily married couple so I'll remember that from time to time ;).

Chapter 4

"Where are you guys now?" Kelly asked Gina. To her utter frustration, Gina's family spent the summer road tripping around the US. She'd much rather hang out with him and James for the break. Their group was now the three musketeers with an 'all for one and one for all' motto. Although James was vital for morale and the humor of the group, Kelly and Gina were pretty tight. Their bedtime calls were becoming a regular thing and, if Kelly was honest with himself, something he wouldn't want to do without.

"The grand canyon. I don't know what the big deal is. A huge hole in the earth, check, mark that off our to do list," she replied in the sarcastic way that he liked about her.

"Hey, Gina, at least you get to see another place other than Portland. Even though my mom could probably get away from her law firm, my dad never could get away from his job," Kelly said. Not to mention his dad's other job of being the Grimm of the whole Pacific Northwest.

"Why don't you ever call me 'Fi'?" she asked him. Gina referred to herself as 'Fi', as in 'Fiona' from _Shrek_ because she explained once that she felt like part Ogre, not the girly girl her mother wanted her to be.

"Because there is nothing 'Ogre' about you, Gina. I keep telling you that," Kelly responded without thinking, then he became thankful this conversation wasn't in person because he felt his face go red.

"Well, you don't know _everything _about me," she implied that she had an ugly side he didn't know about, but Kelly did know. He had a feeling Gina wasn't taking her Wesen changes all that well.

"And what about me? Do you think I don't have an ugly side?" Kelly countered while thinking how she would react to his head-chopping heritage. Okay, so that had nothing to do with who he or his family truly were, but Gina wouldn't know that. A Grimm was the stuff of Wesen boogeyman stories. There was an uncomfortable silence after his statement, so Kelly quickly continued, "When are you guys getting back?"

He heard her sigh then answer, "Not for another two weeks, which only leaves another two weeks and school starts again. As crazy as it sounds, I can't wait to go back because then we all can hang out again." Kelly chuckled. He knew exactly what she meant. Summer wasn't all fun and games for the son of Nick Burkhardt. Did his dad ever take a break? The training sessions were getting kind of ridiculous, Kelly realized as he recalled all the bruises the blunt arrows left that Aunt Trubel liked to use. He had to snicker when guys at school talked about paintball _injuries, _because they had no clue. The only complaints about all the combat were from his mom, who didn't like it if he got hurt, but Kelly never said a word. He was no mamma's boy!

"Yeah, I'm ready for that, too," he admitted.

After a small commotion on the other line, Gina quickly huffed, "I gotta go. Talk to you tomorrow." Then he heard her yelled back to someone before the line went dead, "I'm coming, geez!" It was late, almost midnight. No doubt Gina's mom and dad thought the two of them shouldn't still be on the phone. Kelly shook his head. Parents!

At that moment his yawning, bottomless pit of a stomach growled loudly. He was hungry, again! They had dinner just a few hours ago and then Kelly had had a snack two hours later, but suddenly he was starving once more. He sneaked down the large staircase to their gourmet kitchen for a late night sandwich, when rounding the corner he froze. There leaning against the island were his parents, his dad clutching his mom with one hand in her hair and one arm around her waist. They weren't just kissing, they were inhaling each other tongues and all. Kelly would never unseen that, yuck! He'd be scarred for life! "What the?!" he exclaimed. The two of them startled and his mom giggled. "My eyes, my eyes!" Kelly moaned and covered his face.

"Really, son. How do you think you were born?" his dad inquired.

"No visuals, Dad, or I might retch," he returned protesting with an outstretched hand to 'Stop'.

"Oh don't be so dramatic, Kelly," demanded his mom. "You should be happy there are no problems in our marriage," she continued with a certain look into his dad's eyes. On one hand Kelly knew she was right that he should be thankful his parents were in love enough, after eleven years of marriage, to still be going at each other, but... Oh no, he just gave himself another visual. Enough of that!

"Ugh," he groaned and trudged to the refrigerator.

"What do you need?" his mother asked.

"I don't know. I'm hungry again," he responded.

"Again?! Didn't you have a snack after supper?" she continued the interrogation.

"Uh huh," he mumbled.

"Wow, okay. You want a sandwich," she offered coming towards him when Kelly glanced back and caught Dad's aggravated expression. Couldn't they just use their bedroom for whatever his father had in mind?!

* * *

><p>"Okay, you absolutely are getting taller," Aunt Rosalee said adamantly. Kelly was coming to help her at the spice shop and she greeted him with a hug.<p>

"Yeah, I think you're right because all my pants are getting too short," Kelly replied a bit smug. Finally he was catching up to a few guys he knew.

"And your voice is getting deeper," she quickly exclaimed when he finished speaking. "Before you know it, you'll have to start shaving," she continued with a twinkle in her eye. He chuckled and got a little embarrassed. Aunt Rosalee gave him a break when she saw how uncomfortable he was by saying, "Can you help me with some of the heavier boxes?" Kelly nodded with more smugness.

"Where's Uncle Monroe?" he questioned.

"He's coaching Eddie's Wesen little leage team," she snickered. "Your Uncle's wonderful at coaching, but not so great at playing baseball," she finished with a grin.

"You think I could help him out? You know, volunteer for the sake of winning," Kelly said with a smile.

"I'm sure he could use a strong young man as yourself," she replied proudly. "Okay, this one is probably too heavy..." She had bearly gotten the words out of her mouth, when Kelly hefted the bulky box up into his arms. His aunt was a bit stunned, if her face said anything.

"Where do you want it?" he beamed.

"Over here," she replied quickly and indicated the work table. When he had set it down, Rosalee looked him straight in the eye and asked, "How did you do that? That box weighed almost a hundred pounds, if I didn't miss my guess." Kelly just shrugged.


End file.
